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Nazareth
A town against a hillside: Nazareth;
Some winding roads, some buildings, shops and homes.
A little Boy,
A Carpenter named Joseph, calm and just,
His gentle Wife, Who sang about Her tasks.
No more than that.

No miracles were wrought within Their walls,
No angels sang, no heavenly visitors
Were seen with Them.
Young Mary swept, and cooked Their meals, and sewed;
Strong Joseph hammered, sawed, and smiled as small
Hands copied His.
We need You, holy Ones of Nazareth;
We need the pattern of Your daily toil;
We need Your peace.
Teach us to saw and hammer, sew and bake,
To do for God each day the humble things—
To find in these
The secret of our sanctity: that God
Will bless our smallest works, if we can do
No more than that.
—THERESE E.. GEIS
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WARE
ROBOT! —
by NICK KAMIN
Mechanical brains can become something of a nuisance. Maybe I’m oldfashioned and have janissaric tendencies,
but I prefer the old human brand of
logic. Humans make some fantastic
errors, but, by golly, mechanical brains
do not have the common sense of a
Resserella meeki and they too can come
up with some real diilies of mistakes.
I suppose the chief source of my gripe
originated at the beginning of my first
semester at Garnet U. Richard “Griz”
Kevin (I call him Griz because he is
the only guy I know who, when he
graduated from the eighth grade, received an electric razor as a present)
and I had gotten tired of tromping
around State’s mammoth campus and
decided to transfer to a smaller college
. hamely Garnet U. The transfer was
pretty well fouled up, but that can be
expected. We arrived around three in
the afternoon and spent the rest of the
day registering. They had just put their
new mechanical brain into operation and
claimed we had registered in a record
time. Maybe so, but I still think two
hours is a hair more than what I had
expected from electrical impulses.

They finally gave Griz and me a
couple of pink cards on which were our
names and dormitory room numbers. We
checked our numbers, found them both
to be Meredith 305, and congratulated
the electronic brain for giving us the

same room. After that, we drove downtown, got supper, and spent the rest of
the night searching for a good pub. We
got back on campus around midnight
and checked our pamphlets to locate
Meredith Hall. The perspectiveless map
indicated that it was tucked away in
one corner of the campus, surrounded
by young elms. We found the building
and one look told us that we were going
to enjoy staying here. It was brandnew, a collection of concrete, glass, and
brick, and certainly looked classy.
“Quite an improvement,” Griz said as
we dug out our suitcases and walked
up the moonlit path.
“Sure is,’ I agreed. Stars were glinting on the broad expanses of glass and
the hush around us reminded me how
tired I was.
We walked in, found the lobby deserted, and decided dormitory restrictions had not yet gone into effect. We
did not see anybody, but what we did
see came as a surprise. The entire door
of the lobby was done in pastels and
soft charcoals, with lacy frills on the
lampshades and dainty pictures of ballet
dancers on the walls. Griz gave me a
sidelong glance and I answered with a
suffocated cough. Garnet U. was going

to be interesting, to say the least.
Whatever the lobby may have lacked,
our room made up for it in spades! Now,
I can take doilies on the furniture and
ruffles on the bedspreads, but filigreed

lace curtains are too much. Add pink

walls, a full-length mirror, and undersized contour chairs and the answer
was that Garnet U. was going to be
very interesting.
I left Griz undressing and located the
wash room. It was, needless to Say,
almost as bad as our room. Pink and
white tile was everywhere with 1nirrors
and chromium spread around like wine
at a Roman orgy. I found the showers,
stepped in, and found a pair of nylons
hanging from one spray nozzle. I decided
to forego my shower and headed back
to room 305, serious doubts about Garnet
U. bubbling up in my mind. Griz was
asleep when I got back and I joined him.
As usual, morning came and I tromped
down to the wash room, razor and towel
in hand. Finding the wash room was
a bit more difficult tha the previous
night partially because of a tiny, brooding hangover and mainly because I had
left my glasses in the room. I found it,
though, and stood in the doorway,
squinting against the glare.
A figure was standing before one
mirror doing unidentifiable things. I say
unidentifiable because a guy like me,
who can only see objects clearly at a
maximum distance of fourteen inches
only without spectacles, has a hard time
seeing anything, any morning, any time.
At any rate, something about this figure
struck me as being out of place. I stood
there in my skivvies, holding my towel
and razor, and squinting my bleary eyes
when the figure turned and faced me.
Brother, I don’t care how myoptic
your eyes may be nor how large your
hangover may be, what was wrong with
that guy was too obvious to miss! No
man looks like that and no man screams
like that!
If I had been on a measured track,
I think I could’ve broken the four minute
mile getting back to my room. Once

started to finger his night’s beard.
“Guess I’d better shave,” he said and
began rummaging through his suitcase
for his Schick.
“Uh, what say we get breakfast first ?”
I asked hopefully.
“Gee, I can’t go into a cafeteria looking like this,” Griz mused. ‘Besides,”’
he added, “I want to take a shower.”
“Oh, well.’”’ I closed my eyes and
heard Griz open the door. It instantly
slammed shut and Griz was barracading
it with his back, a wild, frenzied look
on his face.
“Alfie,” he asked cautiously, “did you
notice anything unusual when you got
up this morning?”
I opened the door, peeked out, and
saw girls everywhere. Most of them
were crowded around the one I had met
in the wash room who was waving her
arms like wheat stalks in a hurricane
with her mouth easily keeping the pace.
I could well imagine what she was saying. I closed the door softly and started
sweating, coldly. Obviously, the policy
at Garnet U. was considerably more different from what I had expected.
Griz still seemed to be in a state of
shock. I snapped my fingers and he
blinked and looked at me. He said, “I
think I’m going to like living in this
dorm, buddy.”
“Be serious,” I said. ‘Something is
awfully, awfully wrong here.” I sat on
the edge of a dresser and tried to figure
out just what it was that was wrong.
At that early in the morning, my mind
operates the way my eyes do...
blurrily. All of a sudden, I had it. Girls
aren’t allowed in a boys’ dormitory. I
mentioned this to Griz.
“Maybe that’s what they mean by a
liberal education,” he speculated.
I pulled on my lip and tried to concentrate. Griz was not being overly

inside the relative safety of the laced

helpful.
“Maybe,” Griz said in classic movie

cracker box, I woke Griz and hustled
him out of bed. He got half-dressed and

(Continued on Page 22)

by JOE Di BENEDETTO
Now what you say is true, Maisie—I
don’t deny it. You’d think a guy with
Lenny Quinlan’s good looks would have
been Big Moose Master with the girls
around any campus. I mean the guy
just had it, that’s all—tall, blond crew
cut, blue eyes, friendly smile with personality to match. Charm? You know it!
Bet he could sell toupees to sheep dogs
if he tried. He even talked the Great
Stone Face out of flunking him in Math
last semester, so help me.
Why? You tell me. Why would a guy
with so much rizut normally, become
a fumbling, floundering, faltering fluke
in front of a female?
Well yes—you’re right, Maisie. He
didn’t turn to jelly with just any girl...
he’d be his old self as long as he didn’t
particularly like her. But... BUT...
the very minute he started to get
cramps over some chick, that’s all,
brother—he was kaput, done for. All
thumbs and confusion.
I used to just sit back and watch
and... boy, Laurette Johnson! Remember last year? Man, did he go for her...
you heard? I guess everybody did, just
about.
I was with him, you know ... the
day the three of us ran into her. The
other one was Sue Vincent. You know
her ... sure you do... short, brunette,
brown eyes, likes to wear red sweaters...
yeh, that’s her .. . Abnormal Psych 102.
She was really warm for Lenny—although to be perfectly frank, Maisie,
she could have ridden my handlebars
any time.
Well anyway, Lenny and I had run
into Sue on our way to lunch. The three

of us then made our way over to the
Student Union. I was arguing with Sue
that Marlowe’s stuff was actually written by Shakespeare, and she said it
wasn’t, because Prof. Skrip told her so
and he was a genius with piercing eyes
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and wavy hair and a red T-Bird.
This went on. I wasn’t paying much
attention to Lenny and he wasn’t paying
hardly any to us—which kind of annoyed Sue—until she heard him say
“hello” in a tone which is used only on
the she-type of people.
And there she was. Laurette Johnson.
In black Bermuda shorts, red and blue
blouse, knee-length socks and neat-as-apin hair done back in a pony tail. In
other words, Maisie, she looked just
collegiate right —like a Cowling Cow
always looks . . . Cowling Girls’ School
. the place that’s soo exclusive it’s
practically deserted. All right, maybe
she was kind of cute, Maisie, but she...
well, she worked too hard at it—know
what I mean?
Anyway, it turned out that Lenny
and she were in the same Math class,
and Lenny had spoken to her a couple
of times about nothing in particular.
By the time Sue and I caught them
at the lunch table, we found out that
Laurette had come across a Math problem which was too, just too excruciating
and would Lenny be a dahling to show
her how? I saw the problem; it could
have been worked out by the village
blacksmith, blindfolded, in three minutes, but Lenny took the bait like any
poor fish and began to startle her with
his brilliance. When he got an answer
of three gallons for a velocity problem,
I could see she had poor Lenny by the
hairs in his nose.
Well, Maisie, the next thing we knew
he had asked her to the Sig Theta Combination Dance and Beer Party, and she
had said yes. This hit Sue like a lead
knish, let me tell you. I saw my chance
right there. “Great, Lenny,” I said,
“then we can make it a foursome, can’t.
we? ... you and Laurette and me and

Sue.” She gave me a quick wide-eyed
look because, aS a matter of fact, I
hadn’t asked her before this. But, she
was too sore at Lenny to say no, so I

wound up with a date and congratulations on a smooth move, Oscar, I sez
t’ m’self.
He introduced Laurette to us and I
said a sort of half-hearted hello and Sue
tried to keep her smile from becoming
a snarl because you can bet she knew
what was cooking, yes sir, Maisie.
They walked ahead of us toward the
Pie Shop with Sue glaring at their backs
and me trying to get her to talk about
Prof. Skrip’s red T-Bird. I could see
Lenny giving Laurette a 21-tooth smile,
and I was worried because he was always running his hand over his crew
cut. He always did this when he was
shook up, and if he was shook up ig
meant that he was taking a big old
shine to this doll and was headed foot
first for destruction.
Well, the evening of the dance Sue
and I were getting along in what you’d
call ‘a very friendly manner’’—sort of
like Little Eve and Uncle Tom. Sue was
being very sweet to me; in fact she
couldn’t have been sweeter to me, or in
other words I was a dead duck, like
when a girl tells a guy “but I hope we
can always be friends” and all you need
is a bugler playing taps. I was giving
it a fight anyhow, and not until 9 o’clock
did I begin to wonder about Lenny and
Laurette. I should have known from
experience that Lenny’s luck was running as usual—like a sick plough horse.
In the first place—I later found out—
no one had informed Laurette’s dog,
Peaches, that there was to be a gentleman caller that evening, with the result
that Lenny ran into about thirty pounds
of feet, teeth and downright hostility.
He showed up at the front door with a
wet maple leaf on his forehead, a piece
of hedge on one shoulder, and a large
rip on the back of his right trouser leg

above the knee. Her mother was ready
to chew him out for upsetting her little
Peaches, but she changed her mind a
(Continued on Page 23)

GOLF MATCH
by TOM MICK
In the Pearly Gates Gold Course Club
House, St. Peter was sitting at the bar
drinking a short one and talking over
his last golf round of fifteen under par.
Out on the drive there arose a crash,
bash, smash, kersplash. ‘‘What the devil
is going on?” shouted St. Michael who
vas sitting beside St. Peter sipping cider.
Like a shot, both spirits flew out to
have a look.

There

in

front

of

the

clubhouse,

wrapped around a water fountain was
Satan himself. He was sitting behind the
wheel of a Hades Super Eight—the
hottest car on the market. His favorite
caddy, Herod the Great, was stretched
out along side with a big knot on his
head. Out stepped the devil and piped
up, “How about playing me a match
for a few souls, St. Pete?” Naturally,
St. Michael was ready to tear into his
eternal old enemy, but St. Peter was
in a humorous mood. He said to the
devil, ‘“Not for a few souls, but I’ll tell
you what. If you win the match you
shall have a lifetime membership at our
Golf Course.’”’ With a snarl and an evil
smirk the devil agreed.
Well, by this time the word about
the match was out, and all Hell broke
loose. The spectators were a strange lot;
all shining and white on the one side

noticed, the devil swaggered down the
golden path to the emerald green tee.
What a sight was he, all decked out in
brilliant red, black shoes and a black
hat! Along behind, scowling as usual,
was Herod the Great. Or should it be
the less? The devil tossed the coin to
determine who should drive first. He,
naturally, won (two-headed coin) and
the match was on!
The devil drove first and hit a beauty.
The ball carried to the green and rolled
to within a few inches of the hole. There
was a moan and a snarl from the black
audience. The devil stepped away with
a sure smile on his face and said, “Your
shot Pete.” St. Michael wasa little
ruffled by the irreverence, but none the
worse for wear St. Peter teed up. St.
Peter got his driver from his bag, placed
the silver ball firmly on the diamond

and black, ugly, foul and evil on the
other side of the fairway.
Down on the Pearly Gates tee No. 1,
stood St. Peter with St. Michael, who
had graciously volunteered to caddy for
the day. Then, to make sure he was
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tee and with one mighty stroke the ball
screamed down the fairway. It sailed
and sailed and landed on the green,
rolled, rolled and kerplop—into the cup
it dropped. St. Peter wins the first hole.
That was too much for the devil who
flew into a rage and nearly burned
down the whole countryside before he
got himself under control. The match
went on the same way for the first nine
holes. If the devil would make a good
shot, then, St. Peter would make a
better one. At the end of the nine St.
Peter was eight holes ahead.
As the two spirits and their spirit
caddies walked off the green a foul plot
began to form in the devil’s murky mind.
With a flick of a thought wave he called
nine of his best devils and told them to
get on the greens on the back nine and
to stop all of St. Peter’s good shots
from going in the hole.
After a short rest on the clubhouse
porch they, St. Peter and St. Michael,
the devil and Herod, went down to the
tenth tee and began the second nine. On
the 10th, 11th, 12th, 13th, 14th holes
the devil scored all holes in one. Well,
this got St. Peter thinking. But before
he could collect his thoughts there was
the fifteenth tee!
The devil was chattering like an old
washer-woman. He thought he had St.
Peter in a jam and he was going to
make the most of it. Chatter, chatter,
chatter, that’s all the devil did (when
he wasn’t cheating). As the two approached the seventeenth, the devil
having scored two more holes in one
to be only one down, St. Peter told St.
Michael to take his devil detector to the
eighteenth green and see what he could
see.
By now, the devil was glowing with
victory so near at hand. He said, with
sparks shooting from his eyes, “Like to
double the bet, Pete?’ St. Peter who

German for variety. So as you may
have guessed, the devil won the seventeenth hole, due to the aid of his invisible partner on the green. Down on
the 18th hole, St. Michael was having a
time. He and seven devils were going at
it tooth and nail. Bam, crash, balooey!
St. Peter teed off after Satan and his

knew his opponent only too well said,

I feel that the first requirement of a

“Nein, mein Freund.” He threw in a little

ball went into the hole. The devil was
fit to be tied. He zipped down to the
green and sent his seven coal shovelers
back to an even lower depth of hell. He
flew over to his Hades Super Eight, and
in a cloud of fire and brimstone, he was
gone. As St. Peter walked up towards
the clubhouse he turned to St. Michael
and said with a wink, “Believe me there
will be hell to pay down there tonight.”
At least so the story goes....

PROFESSORS
by LINDA McGRAW
A professor, to earn such a high rank
in society, must possess practically all
of the admirable characteristics obtainable by a human being.
The first point one thinks of is his
superior intelligence. A professor must
be not only an expert in his chosen
field of endeavor but also well versed
in the other main fields of learning. A
thirst for knowledge and a pleasure in

working on his chosen subject are necessary to enable a professor to do all of
the work required to gain his highest
teaching position.
(Continued on Page 25)

look every time you ask him anything.
It sorta makes me feel funny. He’ll come
around or to hell with him.”
“Hell, Harry, he’ll come around. You
can bet on that, I’m pretty sure. Guess

you thought I was the same way when

by JOE HUTZEL
Men confined to a relatively small area
for a long period of time soon grow
hostile toward one another. They know
everything that there is to know about
anyone.
They
become
stifled. The
November morning that Roger Hardy
first entered the Quonset hut brought a
new face into such a group of men. A
new soul to explore would be a welcome
change. Before Hardy had his duffle
bag unpacked, he was being quizzed on
a grand scale. Everyone in Korea liked
to talk to someone different; it was one
of the infrequent social pleasures.
Hardy was disappointing to some. He
had gone to one of those selective colleges in the East, and that was a strike
against him right there. If that were
not enough, he did not seem quite ready

I first got here,” volunteered a perennial
private named Ames.
“You,” Stabino grunted. ‘‘We couldn’t
shut you up with a plumber’s helper
from that day till now.”
The third member of the group, Private Al Tallerfer, had been saving his
news. “I heard that Titus has got a
real plush deal for Hardy. I ain’t saying
where I heard it, but it’s a good source.
What a blast that’ll be?”
Hardy was assigned as clerk to Sergeant Titus. Titus was a lummox, he was
unpopular; he was the first sergeant,
but most important, he was absent from
his desk the majority of the time. This
happy circumstance gave Hardy ample
time to do with as he pleased. He read,
slept, or went to the movie whenever
he was left alone. And he also became

the target of many green eyes.

to submit to the questioning of the men
in the hut in the right spirit.

to the hut with you.” Corporal Stabino

“Can’t even talk to that guy,’ Corporal Harry Stabino, the _ barracks

was coming up behind him on the dirt
road. “You want to go down and get a

“Hey, Hardy, wait, and I’ll walk back

spokesman, was giving his opinion on

couple beers tonight? We go down about

the case. “He gives you that big-eyed

every night.”
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“No, I don’t think I can. I have some

Most of the men in the hut showed

things to do tonight. Thanks anyway.”
“You ain’t even been down to the club
yet, have you?” Stabino slung a heavy,
hairy arm around Hardy’s shoulders.
“You been here a month, and you ain’t
hardly been out of the hut. Tryin’ to
save your jack?”
“No, I just don’t feel like going. I
want to write a letter and read awhile.—
I just finished supper. Not very good,

deference to Stabino’s likes and dislikes
and knew him to be tenacious to a first
impression. Blunt, strong, and arrogant,
Stabino had managed to install himself
as combination nucleus of all activity
and unofficial grand mogul. Hardy need
not look for sanctuary anywhere in the
barracks. Not even the most meager
amount of confidence could be put in

was it?”

Titus was the only one not subject
to the pressure, because he lived in the
barracks with the N.C.O.’s. And if he
did stumble upon the story, he would
not be the one to do anything about it.
His private code would not allow him to
do anything about it. After all, where
would he be if he did not :succeed? The
men respected him little enough now.
“Help somebody and you'll get it in the
neck for your trouble.’ Such was the
philosophy of Master Sergeant Aloysus
Titus, U.S. Army.
“Hey, Hardy, come here a minute,”
Stabino was calling from the other end
of the hut. The men who were sitting
around him stopped talking and looked
to see if Hardy would respond.
“What do you want, Stabino?” Hardy
sounded bored, and his eyes did not
leave his book. He had found that it
was useless to be civil to Stabino and
any of his cohorts.
“What you readin’?” yelled Stabino.
“J don’t think you would like it, but

There was no putting Stabino off.
“What’s the matter? Does your big, bad
job wear you out? Or maybe you think
you are management now? A regular
junior grade honcho.”
“I don’t know what you are talking
about.” Hardy entered the Quonset hut
first. ‘Look, Stabino, if you want the
truth, I don’t get a kick out of that
place. And you guys are too earnest
about your drinking. That is not my
idea of a good time.”
Ames joiled Stabino on the bunk next
to Hardy’s. “You know, Ames, I think
I have angered our little princess. He
doesn’t care to trip the light fantastic

with such as we.”
“Oh, Mister Stabino, how wicked of
you to ask him just one hour before
we leave. I told you to mail the invitation.’”’ Ames enjoyed being jackal to the
lion’s kill. He was a natural follower.
“What do you two want?” Hardy was
not sure of the way to deal with the
situation. He chose offense over defense.
“T think I made myself pretty clear. I
never found it necessary to hang around
with rummies in civilian life; I can’t see
any point in starting now. Now you can
take that for what it is worth.”
Stabino and company intended to take
it for what it was worth. Hardy, a man
of average proportion, couldn’t do them
any great physical harm, and it would
be great sport to use him to break their

boredom. Hardy had set himself up for
a purgation.

anyone.

you can borrow it as soon as I finish.”
Stabino followed by Ames and two
other men approached and surrounded
the foot of Hardy’s bunk. “Let’s see your
book.” Stabino’s teeth always looked too
white and his smile too big. ‘““Maybe we
want to get smart too.”
“The camp library is full of them.
Why don’t you get one for yourself?”
“Sounds like our princess is having

his period, don’t it?’ Ames plopped
down on Hardy’s bunk. He snickered up
(Continued on Page 25)

te Strategy
o/ SCRATCH
by JUDITH SCHREIN

“The first three years of my life were
quiet and happy ones, and then Scratch
Mulligan moved in next door. Scratch is
a girl and she’s a year younger than I,
but I never held that against her. In
fact, she and I used to be pretty good
friends for awhile, but she changed all
that. Now, I ain’t saying I minded her
changing it and all, I just don’t like
the way she used, trickery and all.
“Seratch ain’t her real name, I jus:
call her that ’cause she had scratches
all over her legs from trying to jump
over the hedges between her house and
ours instead of walking around like a
girl should. But she never acted like a
girl. She tried to be a boy, bit all she
did was bother me. What I mean is,
after eleven years of having some girl
follow you everywhere yelling, ‘Gil-eee,
wait for me, Gil-eeee!,’ well you know,
it gets to be kind of tiresome, and all.
Anyway her given name is real pretty,

Karen Marie it is. But she wasn’t pretty.
She looked like the wages of sin that

she called ’em. She was real skinny,
and, oh! those horrible scratches. She
was a real mess, not anything like Bonnie Sue, who was in my Latin Class.
Bonnie had blond curly hair and big
blue eyes and dimples, and she always
let me carry her books and stuff.
“Well anyway, last Christmas, I decided to ask Bonnie Sue to the Sophomore Hop in the spring, and so I began
to save my money because it always
was a real swell affair. It sure took a
lot of saving ’cause I needed a lot. Gosh!
the tickets cost three dollars, and I
needed a new suit, and then you jusé
had to buy flowers or else everyone
would think you were cheap.
“Just about six weeks before the dance
I counted up all my money and [I had
only six dollars and twenty-seven cents.
I just had to get a job, ’cause my dad
said that he wasn’t going to give me
any more money, but I couldn’t find
one, and so I decided to do odd jobs
around the neighborhood. I went next
door and I asked Mrs. Mulligan if I
could cut her grass or something. Well,

she said I could wash her windows and

Father Gordon was always yelling about
at the Children’s Mass. Her hair was

she would give me fifty cents. Then she
went downtown to go shopping, but be-

long and

and her teeth were

fore she left she said that Karen would

held in with chicken wire fences, braces

pay me when I was done. I worked real

stringy,
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hard for the next two hours, and then
I went to get my money. That old
Karen! She said that there was a
smudge in the corner of the front window and she wasn’t going to pay me
until it was all off. Well, I went and
took that tiny little speck off and went
back again, but she wasn’t satisfied!
She found another mark, and another,
and another all afternoon. And once,
when even she couldn’t find one, she
put her greasy old thumb on the window and left a great big smear.
“‘You just give me my money,
Seratch Mulligan,’ I shouted.
“Do you need it so that you can take
Bonnie to the dance?,’ she jeered when
she gave it to me.
““‘That ain’t any of your business,’ I

shouted at her and then I jumped clean
over that hedge just to show her it
could be done.
“She was always doing things like
that to make me mad, but anyhow I
didn’t see her again before the dance,
‘cause I was too busy making some
money. But when I asked Bonnie to
the dance, she said that she already
had a date.
“‘But Gilford,’ she said in her sweetest voice, ‘my cousin will be in town,
and I’m sure that she would just love
to go with you,’ and she smiled her
sweetest way, and I just had to say
that it would be fine. Gosh! what else
could I do? And all that hard work for
the money, and then I had to spend it
all on a girl I didn’t even know.
“Well two nights before the dance I
was feeling sorry for Scratch, ‘cause
who’d ever ask her anywhere, and so
I called her and asked her if I could
come over and we could play checkers
or something. Well she said no and then
in a very smirky voice she said, ‘I heard
that Bonnie Sue is going to the dance

with Arnold Harris.’
“‘Oh! go eat a bug!,’ I shouted, and

I slammed down the receiver. ‘Well,’ I
thought, ‘that’s the last time I'll ever
try to be nice to that Scratch Mulligan.’
“IT wasn’t a bit eager for the dance
to come. It would be just my luck
if Bonnie’s cousin looked like Mrs.
O’Leary’s cow. Well, the night of the
dance I got ready and I went on over
to Bonnie’s house. Her dad answered
the door.
“*You must be Gilford Watkins,’ he
said, ‘come in, come in. Karen has been
looking forward to this evening.’
“Oh great! Just what I need, another Karen,’ I thought.
“T went into the living room and said
hello as decently as possible to that
jerk, Arnold.
“Bonnie came down stairs first. Boy,

did she look sharp. She said hello to
Arnold and me and then her cousin came
down stairs.

“*Gilford,’ Bonnie said, ‘this is my
cousin, Karen Mulligan.’ Scratch! Of all
people!
“My eyes just about popped out of
my head ’cause she sure had done herself over. Her hair was all curled and
fluffy, and when she smiled I saw that
her braces were gone. She had on a
frilly blue dress that sort of bounced

up and down when she walked. Gosh!
what a change! Arnold whistled and
Bonnie laughed, but I must have just
stood there with my mouth open ’cause
Scratch, I mean Karen said, ‘What’s the
matter, Gilford, don’t you feel well?’
So I said, ‘Sure, I feel fine,’ and I gave
her the flowers and we left for the
dance. I sure had a swell time that
night.
“Well, like I said before, Karen and
I used to be real good buddies when we
were little kids, but that’s all changed
now, and I don’t mind a bit.”
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BRO. ARTHUR HEFFERON, S.M.
Popping his head over the upper
baluster of a rickety staircase, a handsome, broad shouldered young man
shouted:
“Hey, sis. Did you see my garrison

belt ?”
“No, Mike, I haven’t,” drifted a sweet
reply.
“Well, never mind. I’ll wear my good
one today.”
Mike hopped back up the few steps
he had taken from the landing and

hustled into a neat apartment. Scurrying across a worn, but clean, carpet to
an open closet door, he glanced at the
tiny electric clock on the mantle. “Not
much time left,” he muttered, grabbing
a brown belt from one of the closet
hooks. Not bothering to close the door,
he headed for the stairs, weaving the
belt through his Levis with one hand
and scooping up a blue monogrammed
jacket with the other. The collar snap
of the jacket caught onto a kitchen
stool. Quickly, Mike yanked it free. The
stool was still tottering as he sped
down the creaky flight of stairs toward
the street.
At the landing stood Ann, Mike’s
younger and very attractive sister, her
right leg propped comfortably on the
wheel of a small shopping cart. Soft,
raven black hair curled gently about.
her shoulders. The green silk scarf that

she pertly slid over her head complimented the beauty of her sparkling blue

eyes.
Mischievously she taunted, shaking
the springy ringlets of hair free from
her collar; ‘‘Well, handsome, aren’t you
going to open the door for your charming sister?”
She knew that Mike was late for his

work at the print shop ten blocks away,
but she also knew that he wouldn’t
refuse her request. Mike jerked open

the huge glass door and stood there
holding it.
“Come on! Speed it up, sis; I haven’t
got all day.”
Ann laughed and strutted past her
perplexed brother.
“Thank you, Mike; and please don’t
forget to pick me up after devotions at
church tonight.”
“Don’t worry, Annie; I haven’t missed
you yet.”
Mike headed down a busy Loarmer
Street toward work. As he walked, he
couldn’t help thinking of Ann. Ever
since dad had been killed in an auto
accident and mom had to go out and
work, things were kind of tough on the
kid. She now had to look after most
of the chores mom used to do at home;
and besides that, there was her school
work. It was funny, he thought, that it
didn’t seem to bother Ann at all. She
was always so eager to help. Mike
puzzled, “It must be the praying that:
she does.” Ann made every Mass and
rosary that she could possibly attend.
“It’s good,” Mike mused, “that at least
she can get close to God.”
Mike was never able to warm up to
the spiritual. As a matter of fact, Sunday morning was his tops as far as

religion went. And even then it took
all of Ann ad her mother’s tactics to
get him out of the house for the twelve
o’clock Mass at Holy Trinity. He didn’t,
mean to be a bad boy, but he just got
in with the wrong crowd. While his
father was living, Mike never got into
any big trouble. But now that his dad
was gone, he managed to get into gang
fights, and the girls and places he frequented weren’t the best.
Plodding on, Mike was suddenly dis-

tracted from his trend of thought by a
loud rapping. He spun his head in the

direction of the noise. There he saw
Tony leaning against the front window
of Frank’s Bar.
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Tony was a round faced, puggy hood
with kinky blond hair. He stood there
banging against the rain-speckled window with a gaudy high school ring, his
fat face pressed against the frame. He
had a kind of smirk on his face as he
waved his chubby hand. Mike returned
the greeting and walked on.
A long block later Mike climbed up
the cracked cement steps that marked
the entrance to Mr. Weis’ print shop.
The clock on the rear wall of the tidy
office chimed as Mike slipped off his
jacket. Mr. Weis looked up from his
Linotype machine, and a broad smile
crept over his face when he saw Mike.
He was a kindly, grey haired old man
with a heavy German accent.
“How’s my boy today?”

“Just fine, Mr. Weis. I’m sorry that
I’m late, but I...”
“Oh, forget it, Mike. Quickly now, get
into your apron. There is lots of work
to be done.”
Mike laughed hardily as he dodged
through a maze of presses to where
his apron hung. The rubber at the tip
of the smock was beginning to fray.
Rubbing it with his hand, Mike reflected, ‘I had better get this to mom
before it starts to rip.” He threw the
strings over his shoulders and fastened
them behind his belt.
“Which press do you want set first,
Mr. Weis?”
“This one next to the linotype machine.”

“All right. Pll be right with you.”
Mr. Weis kept busily about his work.
Without lifting his eyes he inquired,
“How’s mama and Annie?”
“Oh, they’re just fine, sir. Mom has
even taken up sewing for a bit of extra
spending money. Before this she and
Ann never really got to go any place
together. Now they both act as if they
owned Macy’s.”
“That’s good, Mike; it will keep them
happy. By the way, I saw Ann at Mass

Saturday. She is such a good girl.”
“Sure, Mr. Weis. Mom keeps telling
me to look to Annie for example, but
I'll be darned if I can keep pace with
her.”
“Now, Mike, you must not be saying
that. You are a good boy and an excellent worker.”
“Thanks, Mr. Weis, but mom means
a different kind of example.”
Mr. Weis chuckled and kept plugging
away at the machine. By this time Mike
had prepared the rotary press next to
him. They both labored away into the
evening, stopping only a short time for

a bite to eat. The pamphlets that they
were running off had to be on the
streets before nine the next morning.
But the way things were going at eight
thirty, it looked as if they would have
to work way overtime. Now Mike really
began to worry about Ann. She would
surely think that he had forgotten her.
But if he told Mr. Weis, he would insist
that he quit and go for Ann. However,
Mike knew that Mr. Weis could never
finish the printing alone; so he kept his
dilemma to himself, hoping that Ann
would get a lift from one of the parishioners. He continued to feed the press
but was unable to shake the feeling of
uneasiness that grasped him.
Much later, Ann was still anxiously
waiting at Trinity with a few of her

girl friends. As time wore on she began
to wonder if Mike had actually forgotten to come for her. The girls offered to walk her part of the way
home—as far as Grey Street. Ann hesitated for a moment, her vivacious eyes
dancing from one of the massive church
steeples to the other. After all, if she
did go with her friends, she would only
have to walk two blocks alone; and

nothing had ever happened before. Anyhow, mother needed help with her sew-

ing. Dropping the frown of doubt from
her pretty, slender brow, she chimed;
“All right girls; let’s go.”

15
Back at the print shop the last copy
of the pamphlet rolled lazily off the
press. Impatiently Mike waited for it
to fall into his hands. Then, with
feverish haste, he stopped the machine.
Looking quizzically, Mr. Weiss shook his
grey head and said to himself, “Young
people are always in such a hurry.” Relieved that the work was completed, he
was about to invite Mike upstairs for a
cup of coffee and a sandwich. ‘‘Mike...,”
he started.
“Sorry, Mr. Weis; not tonight. I really
have to run.”
“That’s too bad, Mike. I was hoping

inat..="
Before he had finished his sentence,
Mike was closing the front door.
Shrugging his tired shoulders, Mr. Weis
smiled an understanding approval. Mike
jumped down the steps and dashed
across Bedford Avenue, his jacket
flapping in the cool evening breeze. He
headed straight for Trinity.
Half an hour later he stood breathless
before the iron fence that surrounds
the beautiful Gothic church. Pushing
open the picketed gate, Mike sped, three
steps at a time, up the granite pro-

gression. He swung wide one of the
thick mahogany doors that opened into
the vestibule and stepped inside. It didn’t
take long to discover that Ann was
gone. “She must have gotten a lift,”
sighed Mike with an air of relief.
As he galloped back down the lengthy
flight of stairs, he heard a shrill siren.
Seconds later a_ police patrol car
screeched around the corner and skidded
to a stop in front of the rectory. A
stout, middle-aged officer strutted up
to the door and pushed urgently against
the bell. He figited nervously with his
hat as he waited for an answer. Soon
an elderly woman appeared in the
threshold and politely invited him in.

the rectory to the idling squad car,
slammed their doors shut and sped west
on Johnson Ave. ‘Whew! such rushing;”
thought Mike, “it’s probably a sick call.”
He paused a long melancholy moment
looking at the silent rectory. Somehow
the warm light that glowed from the
massive oak windows seemed to draw
him to it. Then, with a humph, he
jerked his hands into his_ pockets,
hunched his shoulders and hustled toward home.
It was about nine forty-five, and the
gangs were just beginning to congregate
on the street corners along Johnson Ave.
A block away from Trinity the lights
of the delapidated Rainbow Theater cast
an eerie glow on the damp street. Mike
turned up Hacul Drive—just three more
blocks to go. As he walked, he watched
a haggard old woman stuff a burlap
sack. Hearing him, she limped away
from the row of greasy barrels lining
the rear wall of a small butcher shop.
Mike’s mouth twisted in a smear of
disgust, and he accelerated his pace.
At the corner of Loarmer Street he
noticed a group of people gathered near
a parked squad car. They were about
one-third of the way down the street,

and couldn’t have been more than six
or seven doors away from his apartment. Eyes squinting, he tried his best
to pierce the darkness, but all he could
do was catch an occasional glimpse of
the small crowd as the red light atop
the squad car beamed on and off them.
Drawing closer, he stared at the little
group. For a long moment he stood on
the high curb across the street. Still
unable to decipher the nature of the
accident, he again started toward home.
Suddenly he froze in his tracks; cold
beads of sweat popped out on his forehead. He had just overhead one of the

Hardly had the door swung shut behind

men say, “Is it all right if we lift her
onto the platform now, Father?” The

him when it was reopened. The officer
and one of the parish curates ran from

words struck Mike like a bolt of lightning. “My God,” he groaned, “could it
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be Ann?” Spinning on his heels, he
darted frantically across the street. He
stumbled twice before he reached the
group gathered before a filthy loading
ramp. The first thing he saw was the
parish curate rising slowly to his feet.
When the priest had backed out a few
steps, Mike saw Ann. She was lying
motionless on the priest’s long black
cape. Her skirt was torn, and the green
scarf that she wore shopping lay matted
with blood against her neck. Mike
quivered violently; then, slowly stepping
forward, he knelt beside the still form
of Ann. Gently he cradled her head in
his huge hands. He held it much the
same as a young mother would hold
her first child. The tears streamed down
his face as he whispered, “Annie...
Annie!” The excited chatter of the
crowd sank into a stupored hush. The
girl’s eyelids flickered and slowly, very
slowly opened. “M... Mi... Mike.”
“What happened, kid?” urged Mike.
“T . . . 1,” sobbed Ann, “I wouldn’t

let him near me.”
“What!” cried Mike, his face twisted
in horrid anguish. ‘Who did this?”
Even in her dazed state Ann could
feel every muscle in Mike’s body tighten
into steel.
“T don’t know, Mike; and I don’t care.
All I care is that you be good. That’s
why I’ve been praying so hard, so long.
bn ees
ARE = FO
Ann sighed heavily and passed out in
Mike’s arms. As he gently laid her head
back on the cape, an ambulance siren
screamed its excited warning in the distance. Before getting to his feet, Mike
unwrapped a tangled rosary from Ann’s
bloody hands. He gazed hypnotically at
it for a moment and then slipped it into

was lifted from the filthy pitch and mud
below the loading platform onto the cot
in the ambulance. Turning to the policemen, the doctor said, ‘The girl has
been stabbed three times, and any one
of the wounds could prove fatal. It’s
remarkable that she has been able to
hold out this long.”
Mike helped his grief-stricken mother
into the rear of the ambulance. When
she was seated, he climbed out and
walked over to the two patrolmen who
had started for their car. He asked
that they hold their questions until
tomorrow, promising to give them all
the help that he could the next morning. They nodded a sympathetic approval, and Mike rejoined his mother.
Upon arriving at St. Catherine’s Hospital, Ann was rushed to surgery, and
Mike and his mother were shown to the
waiting room. Mike sat down on the
edge of a plush green davenport, his
head buried in his hands. Over and over
in his mind rang the words, ‘All I care
is that you be good—prayed so hard,
so long.”
Almost two hours later, an elderly
nurse entered the room. Walking very
quietly to where Ann’s mother sat, she
said; “We’ve done all that we can for
Ann, Mrs. King. Only time will tell.
Right now there is nothing else that
any of us can do but wait. The doctor
suggests that both you ad your son
go home and try to get some rest. You
may return tomorrow as early as you
like.”” Reaching for Mike’s outstretched
arm, Mrs. King thanked the nurse as
calmly as she could. Then they left.
At six thirty the next morning, Mike
helped his mother into a taxi and
promised her that he would get to the

his pocket.

hospital as soon as possible after the

Presently, Ann’s mother arrived. She
became hysterical at the gruesome sight

interview with the police. He stood
there and watched the early morning
fog swallow up the checkered cab.
Slowly he returned to the apartment.
Closing the door behind him, he headed

of her daughter and had to be given
a sedative.
After the doctor examined Ann, she
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for the kitchen. The ordeal of the previous night was beginning to take its
effects on him. His nerves were exhausted and his stomach groaned hungry protests. While the water was heating for coffee, he picked up a magazine
and sat down behind a sturdy wooden
table.
Mike drank six cups of black coffee;
however, he hardly touched the toast
and eggs that he had prepared. After
breakfast he went about cleaning the
dishes. Just as he got to drying the
silverware, the bell rang. Draping the
dish towel over his shoulder, he hurried
to the door. When he opened it, Mike
was confronted by two policemen. One
of the officers was very young and
somewhat uneasy. The other was a tall,
robust Irishman with a pleasant twinkle
in his eye.
“Why,” said Mike, “I didn’t expect
you people to be here until much later.”
“Sorry if we disturbed you,” replied
the Irishman, “but something came up
that we thought you’d best know before...”
“No trouble at all officers,” interrupted Mike. “Why don’t you come in?”
“Thanks, son; but this won’t take
but a minute?”
“What won’t take but a minute?”
asked Mike, somewhat surprised.
“Well, you see, we have the man that
stabbed your sister. He is down at headquarters now.”
“You, what!” cried Mike.
“We picked him up late last night,”
continued the officer. “He was trying
to make a get-away in a stolen car.
When we nabbed him, he confessed to
both the stabbing and the auto theft.
His name is Tony Cheed, if that means
anything to you. Well we’ve got to be
going. Sorry to have bothered you. We
sure hope that your sister pulls through.”

The two policemen knodded apologetically and started for the stairs. Apparently they hadn’t caught the flash

of hate that shot to Mike’s eyes when
Tony’s name was mentioned. Mike closed
the door very slowly and deliberately.
His hand still on the knob, he leaned
against the closed door as if he were
supporting himself. Every fiber in his
body quivered. Pressing his powerful
shoulder against the frame, he rasped;
“Tony Cheed!”’ Uttering a guttural moan
through tightly clenched teeth, he
slipped the damp dish towel from around
his neck. Then, turning his gaze toward
the picture of Ann that stood on the
mantle, he suddenly ripped the towel
in half and shouted; ‘Thank God the
cops found you out first, Tony. I’d have
killed you.” Having thrown the fragments of the dish rag to the floor, he
snatched up his coat and stormed out
of the apartment.
Mike stepped into the spotless corridor
of St. Catherine’s at eight thirty. When
he walked into the waiting room, his
mother jumped to her feet and ran
toward him. She fell upon her son’s
shoulders in uncontrollable sobs.
“Michael! Michael! Ann is going to
live. She is going to be all right.”
Mike stood there momentarily dazed
and bewildered. Then, slowly lifting his
head, he swallowed hard and sighed;
“Thank God.”
Still trembling with emotion, Mike’s
mother continued: “They said Annie’s
condition became much better late last
night. I’ve already visited with her for
over an hour. Oh, Michael! I’m_ so
Peri.’
At this point, his mother again broke
into tears. He grasped her firmly about
the waist and led her back to her seat.
As he helped her into the easy chair,
she said; “Now, Michael, you mustn’t
be too long with Annie. The doctor says
that she needs her rest.’
“All right, mom; Ill make it a

quickie.”
Mike was so eager to see Ann that
(Continued on Page 27)

by R. ANTONICK
Henderson slid the rifle from his
shoulder, unhitched the rear end of
the sling, and began yanking out a loop.
Slacking the sling, he pulled it up to
his bicep and drew it tight. He dropped
to his knees, threw the butt forward,
swung his elbows into position, and
peered across the plain at his target.
He could see the violent blue of it easily
among an outcropping of rock and
brush.
A wind was slapping his right cheek.
He tore loose a handful of dry grass
and let it be blown out of his hand. It
landed about eighteen inches from his
fingers. He computed rapidly and decided there was a fifteen mile per hour
wind sweeping across the flats. He
judged his target again, placed it at
about five hundred yards, and mentally
added numbers. Deciding on the wind
drift, he clicked his rear sights and
took aim.
Catching his breath, he squeezed
gently back on the trigger. He was
aiming directly on target, but his altered
sights would have, had there been no
wind, caused the slug to miss by forty
inches. However, the wind would force
the bullet back on target. Or so Henderson hoped. He bit his lip and prayed
his figuring was correct. This was going

to be a one-time-only shot with no
chance for a second try. He squeezed
and the hammer leaped forward.
The rifle cracked harshly, the slug

skimmed
slammed

over
into

the
the

dry
target

grass

and

before

the

sound of the report even reached it.
The impact kicked the target a yard
backwards. It crumpled and the plain
was silent again, hushed around the
target. Henderson had neatly shot its
heart out.
Henderson waited. He was stretched
out on a small hummock of weeds and
would make a fine target himself if he
stood up. He searched the plains with
cold grey eyes,
scrutinizing every
quivering stem and leaf. He kept his
head close to the ground, blocking the
wind from roaring in his ear. He waited
and watched for an hour, only his eyes
and mind moving. The wind was ruffling
the blue hair of his target. Nothing
else had disturbed it and nothing had
moved, sounded, or made its presence
known. Henderson finally decided he
could move.
He crossed the plain and strode up
to the body. The blossoming of blue hair
fluttered in the wind. Its humanoid
arms were tucked under it as though
it had tried to clutch at its chest as it
fell. It was nearly seven feet long, thin,
and delicately sculptured by either the
gods or by demons. It had two arms,
two legs, two eyes. And a great gout
of blue hair covered its head. It wore
clothes and had been preparing food
when Henderson had ended its life.

It

was

human-looking!

Henderson

drove the thought from his mind and
let his hate come flooding back. This
thing was an obscenity on the face of
the earth. Whatever its shape, it was
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no more human than was a shark. Henderson told himself this and the thought
of killing kindled a warm spot in his
soul.
He watched the purple blood soak
sluggishly into the ground. Its chest
was almost spotless; only a mark the
size of a dime spoiled the creature’s
tunic. Its back was a cavity of congealing purpleness and bits of bone. Its spine
and bits of cream-colored flesh were
strewn over the low bushes and rocks.
Henderson patted his rifle affectionately and respectfully.
He placed a heavily-booted foot in
the creature’s stomach and rolled it
over. One arm flopped to the side. Delicate fingers groped motionlessly at the
air. He stared at the fingers. White and
smooth. Almost as white and smooth
aS a woman’s and... an image of blue
eyes and tender lips formulated.
He pulled his hunting knife from his
boot and leaned over the body. Grabb:nz
a handful of blue hair, he began to cut.
The blade chewed easily into the resistant creaminess and the ground
blotted up the purpleness. Skillfully,
quickly, Henderson worked. The task
was no more unpleasant or immoral
than cutting the ears from a wolf. The
knife moved and sliced until, finally,
Henderson stood, smirking at the wet
blue hair in his hand.
Something murmured. The wind whispered and Henderson froze, still clutching the purple-seeped mass of blue. The

a drop of sand and gravel to a dried

azure scalp in the other. He slid down
soundlessly on the embankment, straining his senses as he paused. No sound
reached him.
The water bed was little better than
a ditch cut into the plain. Over his head
blew the wind and with it the subtle
sound of the approacher. The dried
creek served as a refuge from sounds
and hearing. He was mildly displeased
that his ears could pick up no sound
other than the whistling wind, but knew
his adversary could not hear him either.
He snapped open his trophy sack. The
buckle clicked flatly and crisply. On the
plains, the sound would have traveled
a mile with the wind. Here, it bounced
and echoed and startled Henderson. Just
be sensible, he told himself. No sound
will escape this tiny gorge with the
blanket of wind over it.
He opened the bag, shoved the scalp
into it, and closed it. At one time, the
receptacle had been a lady’s handbag.
But that had been long ago. Henderson
had crudely cut the straps and had replaced them with belt slots.
The handbag, red leather, completed
his costume. He wore a buckskin jacket,
a flannel shirt stained with months of
wear, Army fatigues, and paratroopers’
boots. On his back he carried a knapsack of essentials. On his waist, a cartridge belt, a canteen, and the bag. His
weapon was a confiscated M-1. His life
was one of revenge.
He began scurrying down the water
bed, crouched low, carefully avoiding
the pebbles. He hurried his pace, feet
recoiling from side to side off the sand
bank and between loose rocks.
He continued his hop-scotch progress —
better than eighty yards, then suddenly
halted and flattened against the bank.
Contracting and flexing his muscles, he
squirmed slowly to the top and peered
through the grass.

water bed. He rolled over the edge,
holding his rifle in one hand and the

side of the plain, moving towards the

sound came again. He sank slowly to
his knees and was instantly crawling
forward on his belly. Whatever had
caused the noise was near and may have
already spotted him.
He squirmed between the slatey rocks.
From the lay of the stones, he guessed
there was a creek nearby. He was right.
The rocks and grass abruptly ended in

A figure was moving on the other
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corpse Henderson had left. It was tall
and boasted a splash of blue on its head.
Henderson pushed the muzzle of the
rifle through the grass, extended his
left arm, balanced the weapon with his
hand and shoulder. He reset the sights
and let his finger curl around the coolness of the trigger. He exhaled and
gently began to squeeze. The figure
stopped, scanning the horizon and Henderson went numb.
Lord! It was a man!
Henderson caught his breath in a
rasping gasp, a gasp as loud as a cry.
The figure whirled, his rifle whipping
upwards.
“Hey,” Henderson yelled, ‘don’t fire.
It’s okay!”
The figure held his rifle waist high,
puzzled.
Henderson rose to his feet.
“It’s okay, buddy,” he said, grinning
broadly. He had not seen another man
in four months. “I’m a homo saps!
Look!”
The stranger lowered his rifle cautiously. “Mister, you just about weren’t.”’
“Heck,’”’ Henderson grunted, “I had
you cold in my sights.”
“In that case,” the stranger said and

began to grin also, “I’m darn happy

“Yeah, I know how it is,’’ Henderson
sympathized, rubbing his red leather
trophy bag. “But I still think you
oughta get rid of it. Someone else might
see it and think the same thing I did.
I mean, from a distance, it could be
mistaken for .. . hair.”
The young man thought solemnly.
“Maybe you're right. I’ll get rid of it
soon.” He changed the subject and
grinned broadly. ‘‘Been having any
luck ?”
Henderson rubbed his grizzled face.
“Yeah, reckon as how I have. I figure
if my shells hold out, I'll clear this
whole planet of those stinking bems.”’
The stranger nodded appreciatively.
“Why don’t we sit down and compare
trophies? I got some coffee in my sack.
If we can find some water, maybe we
can have a celebration.”
The temptation was too great to resist. ‘That sounds good,’ Henderson
agreed. ‘“‘There’s a dried creek over
there. If we follow it upstream, we
should hit water. I don’t particularly
want to stick around here, at any rate.
I knocked off a bem near here about
an hour ago.”
“No fooling? Near here, huh?”
“Up on that rise,” Henderson spat in
the indicated direction. ‘“May be friends
nearby. Besides, those corpses rot pretty

you recognized me.”
Henderson strode up to the man. He
was young, wearing corduroy breeches
and a black and yellow checkered coat.
Fair camouflage, Henderson thought, except for that headgear. The headgear
was a flamboyantly blue helmet, the
kind a jet pilot used when there had
still been jets and pilots.
“You oughta get rid of that thing,”
Henderson said, jerking his thumb at
the man’s helmet.
“Huh? Oh, yeah. Maybe so.”’ The man

The stranger agreed to the wisdom
of Henderson’s statement and _ they
headed upstream.
A thin wisp of smoke curled out of
the cut, carrying an aroma of brewing
coffee. Henderson sat under the outcropping of a dusty bank and watched
the stranger scoop out water from a
puddle in the center of the extinct creek.
The stranger walked back to the twig

ran a hand over the plastic. ‘Guess I’ve

fire and tinkered with the kindling.

grown attached to it. I was in the Air
Force when this started. Picked up this
helmet without thinking and it’s been

Judging with a sharply critical eye,
Henderson ran his gaze over him with
the skill of a man long accustomed to

with me since.”

living on his wits and senses.

quick and I don’t relish bem stink.”
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The stranger was tall, better than
six feet. The heavy coat anda liberal
amount of grime hid his features. His
face was smooth and youthful under the
dirt with black, darting eyes. Henderson
guessed he was barely in his twenties.
Damn that helmet. Henderson again
wished the kid would dispose of the
dangerous article of apparel. No wonder
that he had mistaken him for an alien.
“It’s been a long time since I talked
to anyone,” the kid said.
“Same here.”
“T guess the last person I talked to
was my sergeant.” The kid’s face grew
hard and cold. ‘‘That was just before he
vas chopped down.”
The words shattered a fragile barrier
in Henderson’s mind. His thoughts fell
apart and reshaped at a time when a
man could work and return home and
take his wife for granted. When he
could page through his newspaper and
read about conference follies, what nuclear fission would do some day, how
to be safe from odor problems in public,
where to go tonight, comics, and news,
and sports. When he could walk outside
and get a carton of beer and the skies
were filled only with smog. When days
followed days and when life had been
good.
Then, the days had ended and there
was only night. Where had the aliens
come from? Were they from Mars, the
center of the earth, or were they
mutants? There had been so little time
then to think and now it made little
difference.
He thought of the articles that had
appeared from time to time about ex-

What had the Indians been to the first
American settlers? Mere savages, mere
obstacles. They had begun by obliterating the cities. Painfully, Henderson could
remember the day the blue-haired horde
had stormed through the streets, burning, destroying.
The image of motionless fingers
welled up in him. Fingers which were
tipped with pink polish and which belonged to a body with auburn hair and
smiling lips and eyes glazed with death.
Nancy. The name arose and Henderson
wept inwards. I'll make them pay,
Nancy. I’ll make them pay and pay and
pay until the end.
The aliens had ended their campaign
by scouring the countrysides, seeking
elusive humans. Maybe they would inherit the earth. But by whatever gods
there were, he’d make sure there would
be less of them here when the will was
read. In the four months since the invasion, Henderson had collected better
than twenty scalps, all blue. He kept
them, dried and shriveled, in his bag.
They were, to him, a symbol of man’s
retaliation.
“You all right?” the kid asked.
Henderson opened his eyes and pulled
his head up. “Yeah, sure.’’ The thoughts
drained away and left a great empty

hole. “Just tired.”
“T was thinking,” the kid said, pouring a cupful of steaming coffee, “maybe
together we could get more of those
blues.”
Henderson accepted the coffee and
shook his head. “Uh uh. We’d be stumbling over each other’s feet. Besides,
when I kill a blue . . . I want to have

periments with mice and how scientists

the total satisfaction.”

could change the color of a fly’s eyes.
He thought of earth satellites and intercontinental missles.
What had the aliens wanted? It had

“Yeah, I guess you’re right,” the kid
poured another cup and sipped it. “I

become too obvious. They wanted the
earth. Man was merely an obstacle to
be overcome. What was man to them?

got some canned meat. How about heating it up and eating?”
“Good idea,’ Henderson said. No
sense in eating his own supplies while
the kid was having fits of generosity.
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“‘We’ll need some more firewood.”’
“T’ll get it,’’ Henderson drained the
last of his coffee and crawled off his
seat, holding his rifle by its barrel. He
hated to be without it for even an instant, but with it, he would be able to
carry less wood. Besides, the kid could
take care of anything unexpected. He
rested the rifle carefully on the ground
and mounted the top of the embankment, looked about. He found a scattering of twigs, gathered an armful and
returned. The kid was frying the meat
in the can. Together with the coffee, it
smelled like a banquet.
They ate gratefully and Henderson
later kicked the fire apart.
“Much obliged for the food,’’ Henderson said, catching up his rifle, “Guess
I’ll be heading along now.” He had been
foolish to delay his mission by talking
to the kid and was eager to be back on

cartridge clip.
A pile-driver smashed into Henderson’s chest. He staggered backwards,
groping for a footing. A chillness gushed
through him, turning his legs to jelly.
He fell heavily on his back and gazed
into a rapidly darkening sky. Through
the haze came a penetrating voice.
“You kill for pleasure, to see your
bag grow fat with fluffy blue plumes.
With your great accumulation of wealth,
surely you shan’t mind if we traded,
would you?”
The words dimmed. They were being
spoken by a shadow very, very far away.
Then, the shadow was standing over
him as the voice said icily:
“There’s a considerable bounty on
you, you know.”
A tingling began to encircle Henderson’s skull.

the plains.
“Best of luck to you,” the kid replied.
He stood to watch Henderson leave.
Nuts, the kid wasn’t too bad, actually.
After all, he too was a trophy collector
as was Henderson.
“You oughta get rid of that helmet,”
Henderson cautioned as he crawled over

the bank.
“Okay,” the kid relented, “T’ll get rid
of it right now.”
Henderson turned to wave a farewell
and stopped cold. The kid was holding
the obscenely blue helmet in his hand,
but on his head he was wearing another blue helmet. No, not a helmet,
but ... hair! Without consciously thinking, Henderson brought his rifle up
viciously, yanking the trigger back.
Nothing!
Sobbing, he kicked back the bolt. The
clip was gone. The rifle was empty!

BEWARE THE ROBOT!
(Continued from Page 3)
technique, “we’re dreaming. You pinch
me and see if I wake up.”
That did not seem right either, so I
thought about it. Finally, I arrived at

an answer.
“That’s no good,” I said. “If we’re
just dreaming, then you could dream
that I pinched you and that you were
awake.”
“True, true,’ Griz mumbled and
scratched his whiskers.
Suddenly, a very frightening thought
came to mind. Boys aren’t allowed in
girls’ dormitories, either. This too I
mentioned to Griz.
“That’s a laugh,” he said. ‘‘Why the
heck would we have been given a room

He stared incredulously at the kid.

in a girls’ dorm? You aren’t a girl.

The kid let the helmet drop and rummaged in the pockets of his coat. He
extracted them. In one hand, he held
an ugly-looking pistol. In the other, a

Are you?”
“If I am, then my mother’s been deluding me all my life.”
“Well, do I look like a girl?”
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I looked at Griz sitting there in a
pair of ivy-leagues, T-shirt, and a day’s
growth around his chin. “Not so that
I’d notice,’’ I decided.
Griz looked satisfied. ‘‘Besides, who
would be stupid enough to give us rooms
in a girls’ dormitory?”

“Not a ‘who’,” I said. “A ‘what’.”
“Huh ?”
“Say a mechanical brain. A bunch of
tubes and wires that didn’t know that
Richard and Alphonse are in a different
category than Rachael and Alice. That
could’ve been stupid enough.”
Griz stared at me, then let his eyes
wander over the doilies, lace, and fili-

gree.
“Methinks,” he murmured wisely, “we
have been given the purple shaft.”
Things were hazy and frantic after
that. The girls finally discovered what
room we were in by the process of elimination and attempted to tear down the
door. We weren’t too sure what they
had in mind, but neither of us wanted

to stay around to learn. I’m mightily
thankful for the fire escape and for
the fact that the secretary we finally
told our tale of woe to was a breathing
being and not a clattering automaton.
So, if you’re planning on transfering,
not necessarily to dear Garnet U., but
to any establishment, may I suggest a
word of advice .. . keep a wary eyeball
open for those robots!

LENNY'S ELEVEN THUMBS
(Continued from Page 5)
little when she saw his torn pants and
insisted on sewing them for him.
So, five minutes later, Laurette came
downstairs and before anyone could
stop her she found Lenny standing bow-

legged in his

polka-dot shorts.

She

stared at them and he sort of grinned
and said her mother took them, which

jolted her even more until he explained
about Peaches. Then, to top things off,
Laurette’s mother sewed the trouser leg
a little too tight, so Steve looked like
he was wearing half a pair of knickers.
And that wasn’t all. Even his own
car turned against him. You should see
it, Maisie—he got it cheap because it
was turned down for ambulance duty in
World War I. Anyway, a tire sprung a
flat and Laurette wound up with one
foot in a puddle up to her ankle because
she was shining the flashlight on Lenny
and couldn’t see where she was going.
I couldn’t really tell who looked more
strained when they got to the party.
It was plain that Lenny was fighting
off a nervous breakdown, Maisie, but on
the other hand, Laurette’s teeth were
more or less clenched and she tip-toed
on her left shoe so it wouldn’t squish
too loud when she walked. With Lenny’s
lop-sided pants they were really a
scream, believe me.
Maisie, you’d never think it was possible, but things actually got worse. I
mean it’s hard enough to charma girl
with a wet foot anyway, but on top of
that Lenny came down with the worse
case of foot-in-mouth disease I ever saw.
Everything he said sounded 999 per cent
wrong.
Like when he got on the subject of
marriage—laying a little groundwork, I
guess.
“Only the other day,’ he said, “I was
reading only the other day how more
men and women are marrying each
other.”
Laurette smiled acidly and said it
worked out nicer that way.
“T mean,” he plowed on, “more young
people should get married because they
. well . . . they owe it to their children.”

By now she was looking at him like
he was the Frankenstein monster or
something, which burned mealittle,
because in my book she wasn’t exactly
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a compound fracture herself, you know.
I got up and asked Sue to dance, hoping
to change the subject before Lenny
walked off the end of the plank.
Just then Elaine Voom—the Elaine
Voom—came swishing by in a light blue
. Well, it didn’t exactly have a low
neckline, Maisie, it was more like a high
waistline. Naturally all of us fellows
were indignant at such immodesty,
Maisie, and all of us were glaring at
her except Little Moe Perrini who had
lost his glasses.
Even Lenny forgot all about Laurette
for a few seconds, until he felt her eyes
burning two-inch holes in his back.
“Uh...” he stammered, “. . . I see they
just opened up a new keg... over
there . .. in the corner, Laurette.
Wouldja like a nice cool bosom? BEER!

ia meant...”
Susie and I sat in a miserable silence
while Laurette’s jaw dropped. ‘‘Well!”’
she gasped. “You crude... OAF! You
... you...” She turned to me. “Oscar,
take me home!”
I was hoping she’d ask. “Tell you
what, Laurette,” I said, “I'll sell you
one of my trolley tickets.”
This was too much. She gave us her
dirtiest ‘I’ve been so-soandso” look and
went out of the room squish squish
squish. I don’t know what became of
her after that, except she probably
didn’t take the trolley, I guess.
Lenny just sat staring at the floor.
Beaten. Broken. I looked at Sue. She
didn’t look at me—the reason being she
was watching Lenny with her eyes beginning to get a little damp.
“Oscar,” I says to myself, ‘‘the handwriting is on the wall in neon.” So I
took her arm. “Susie,” I says, “you are

going to dance with Lenny right now.”
Sent’

“Furthermore,” I broke in, “you will
do your best to cheer him up.”
“But, Oscar, what are you going to
do?”

I gave her a slight grin which told
her she was fooling nobody and we
both knew it. “Go on,” I said, and I
saw her start talking to Lenny as I
walked away.
Over in the corner by the beer keg
I spotted Little Moe Perrini staring out
the window. He was supposed to be bartendering, but unfortunately had wound
up half disintegrated himself, and was
now hanging over the window sill because some Senior told him Lady Godiva
would ride by.
“Seen her yet, Moe?’ I asked.
“Nope.”
“Sureshing. Helsyerself.”’
“Maybe she won’t come.”
“Tl wait.”
What happened to Lenny? Well, I
found out that from my roommate Bill
Schultz. He was out on the library steps
showing Elaine Voom how they teach
Marines hand-to-hand combat, when...
Schultz in the Marines? Are you kidding,
Maisie?
Anyway Schultz said he was in the
eleventh week of advanced training
when he noticed Lenny and Sue standing by the lion. Lenny was asking her
why she wanted to dance and was running his hand through his hair like trying to dislocate his shoulder. Then he
looked at her and wanted to know what
she was doing out there with him. So
he leaned up close and she put her
arms around him and pulled his head
down and told him that’s whose frat
pin she’s wearing now.
Come to think of it, Idon’t...yeh...
I have to meet Lou over at the Pie
Shop... going that way Maisie? Good
. well, poor old Lenny finally ...
what? Noble? Me? Don’t give me that!

...Ijust...no, Maisie...Ma—...
noit ... all right, have it your way...
well thanks ...I mean any friend would
sue ...I mean do the same... did I
step on your foot?

PROFESSORS

VIVE LA COMPAGNIE

(Continued from Page 7)

(Continued from Page 9)

professor is the ability to teach. This
is a gift that few people are blessed
with. Many people are experts on certain subjects but find it next to impossible to put their ideas across to
people of lesser learning. I am sure all
of us have experienced a similar feeling
when we were asked to define an abstract word. We know the meaning of
the word but find it extremely difficult
to put our thoughts into words.
A professor needs a bit of the acting
ability of a public speaker in preparing
and delivering his lectures. In order to
put his point across, the professor has
to hold the attention and interest of his
class for a full class period. Few entertainers are asked to perform sucha feat.
He also needs a businessman’s ability
to organize. He has not only to organize
his lectures but also the work of his
students to insure their coverage of the
desired material.
Since there is usually a member of
the group who occasionally rebels, a
professor needs an overwhelming amount
of patience. A desire to help young people help themselves encourages a professor to extend his knowledge to his
students.
Along with his other accomplishments
a professor has to be a psychologist. He
has to know how to guide people in the
direction he wants them to go without
their feeling pushed. An almost innate
ability of most professors is the ability
to draw the fine line between being
liked and being taken advantage of. This
ability, I am sorry to say, is developed
often after much experience.
Besides his extreme intelligence and
many diversified abilities, a professor
must above all possess an admirable
character. He should be worthy in every
way of the respect of the many people
he influences so greatly.

to Stabino much in the manner of a
little boy who has done something
daring in front of his gang. “Hardy, why
you so unfriendly? We do something
you don’t like?”
“You said a mouthful, Ames. You
never do anything anyone could like.
You’re a vulgar, loudmouthed, uncouth,
inarticulate bore. That is not the complete list, but it will do for a starter.
Hardy is one name that I want you to
forget.”’ The speaker was calm throughout the tirade. “Now you and your
friends can slip away, and I'll pretend
that you were never here.”
“Bet he is unhappy cause someone
gave him a short-sheeting. In fact, I
think that there was quite a few of
"em last week.” Al Tallerfer had mock
concern on his angular face. ‘‘Wonder
who could have done that? You know,
Stabino ?”
“No, I don’t know. Maybe it was
those bad boys from Headquarters. You
know how they are always trying to
provoke us. Hope Hardy don’t think it
was us. You don’t, do you, Hardy?”
“Why don’t you guys find something
to do? I have.”
“Let’s see if there is anything in this
reading kick, my good men.” Stabino
jerked the book out of Hardy’s hands.
The three other men made certain that

Hardy stayed on his bunk.

Stabino

stood and slowly paged through the
book.
“Don’t like it. Hardy,
you
shouldn’t fill your head up with this
junk.”’ Corporal Harry Stabino thereupon hurtled the book the length of the
Quonset; the pages broke from their
binding and scattered. “Unhand the
child, gentlemen, and let us adjourn to
the ping-pong table.”

Roger Hardy was not a coward; yet
he was not a fighter. At least he had
never been aggressive in the sense that
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Harry Stabino and his crew were.
Hardy’s nature was not bellicose. He
had no trouble gaining respect during
his college years; he was well-liked for
being the man he was. He prided himself in that fact.
In sports Hardy was just competent,
not outstanding, yet he was a soughtafter teammate. His father tried to impress upon him the importance of winning at any cost, but Roger decided
early that fairness and playing well
were the best courses to follow. But
now he was engaged in a conflict in
which fairness and anything else as
abstract meat nothing. It seemed more
like a handicap than a help.
December brought this point forward
with an increased vengeance. Hardy was
the target for harassment of greater
frequency and maliciousness. The below
zero weather kept the men in contact
with one another more than ever. The
friendships of the hut were beginning
to chafe, card games broke off in angry
voices regularly, and no one bothered
to replace the tattered pin-ups on the
walls. It was inescapable that Hardy
would bear the brunt of the other men’s
frustrations.
“Hey, Stabino, this is Christmas Eve.”
Ames seemed proud of his discovery.
“So?” Stabino was stretched out on
his bed; he did not open his eyes.
“Well, ain’t we gonna get drunk? My
old man always did on Christmas Eve.”
“T didn’t know they passed out booze
in the bread line, Ames.’”’ There was no
humor in his tone.
“Aw, Harry, what you on me for?”
Ames had been careful not to say the
wrong thing to Stabino for some time
now. He knew that the other man was

becoming more morose by the day. “Anyway, listen, I’ll see if I can scrounge up
a couple of bottles. I'll ask Titus to get
it from the N.C.O. club for us. If you
call him sergeant often enough, he’ll slit
his mangy throat to make you happy.

You want to come with me, Harry?”
“T wouldn’t get off this bed to see the
royal family run around naked. You run
along on your almighty errand, Ames.
T'll be waiting right here.”
Stabino and his worthies assembled
on two bunks drawn together and proceeded to celebrate the Vigil of the
Birth with the bottles Ames had produced. Loud vituperation concerning
their state of affairs soon drifted to the
topic of Hardy. He was writing letters
and had his Hallicrafter turned up
enough to drown out the conversation.
Hardy was not even aware of the other
men until he heard his name shouted
by one of them.
“Come’ere, Hardy, Stabino wants to
talk to you.” Ames’ voice, usually high,
was already taking on a mushy quality.
“Ain’t that right, Harry?”
“Yeah, sure. Come down here, buster.”
“Busy right now, Stabino.” Hardy’s
tone showed a certain tenseness; it had
never been there before when he talked
to Stabino. He sensed something new in
manner of the other.
“Ain’t that sweet, Harry, he’s writing
you a Christmas card.’ There followed
a vitriolic cackle from Tallerfer. “Bring
it down here now, Hardy. It’ll save you
an envelope.”
Stabino took a deep swallow from a
bottle. He had a good deal of finesse
in the action; his was the only completely dry chin in the group. “Get the
hell down here, Hardy. I ain’t gonna
fool with you tonight.”
Hardy was sure that he was in for
his greatest ordeal so far, and dread
was obvious on his countenance as he
walked slowly toward them. “Noel, gentlemen.” The sound was brittle. ‘““What
is on your mind, Stabino?”
“Si’down here, Hardy.’ Stabino patted
a spot on the bunk. “Roger my friend,
your friends here and I have something
to say to you.”’ Harry’s leer was malicious. “WE here have concluded, after
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much debate, that we have misjudged
you, a fine, upstanding boy—a college
man too. We want to repair the damage
as best we eversoever can.” Harry
paused and appraised his rapt audience.
“Right, you guys—I mean, correct, gentlemen ?”’
“Right,” blinked Ames. “Rogie, we
want you to know that we love you like
a brother, even better than a brother.”
He couldn’t hold back a liquor-sodden

It was not long before Hardy had
caught up with his drinking companions.
He passed them with his next drink. He
felt warm inside, strangely elated. The
tension which had marked his face
earlier was gone.
“Hey, we’re grounded, you guys,”
wailed Tallerfer. “It’s all gone.”
“No sweat,” said Stabino. ‘Hardy is
going down the club for us. He’ll bring
some beer back. Get your jacket on,

giggle.
“You have said truth, Private Ames,”
said Stabino. ‘Here, Hardy, have a
drink. Go on now, none of us got trench
mouth.” Hardy hesitated. Stabino put
his hand on the back of Hardy’s neck.
“Take a drink.”
Hardy put the bottle to his lips; he
took a couple of swallows. Whiskey was
no stranger to him, not a total stranger.
Few people get an education without
some experience with it. Hardy’s encounters with drinking had been just a
little less frequent than the average.

Hardy.”

He handed the bottle back to Stabino
and said, “Thanks.”
“No, you hold it for awhile, Roger.
Private Ames wouldn’t like it any other
way. Would you, Private Ames?”
“That’s right, Harry, no other way,”
assured Ames.
Hardy made an attempt to get up.
“T don’t want any more, Stabino. Thank
you anyway.”
Stabino’s fist fell on the side of
Hardy’s leg. After the first sharp pain,
a welt rose. “Did I tell you to go, smart
guy? Till I do, you stay here.”
After one more drink Hardy tried to
break away. A fist met his forehead; a
hand grabbed his belt. Dazed, he was
back on the bunk again.
“T’m not inviting you to stay with us
again, Hardy. Next time you try to
excuse yourself, you'll get what you

“Here, Hardy, take this last slug,”
said one of the men. “It’s colder than
my aunt’s fanny out there—ten below—
you'll need a little antifreeze.”
Any elation that Hardy may have
had earlier was drowned now. He halfheartedly listened to the men giving him
instructions and mumbled_ irrelevant
wanderings of his mind.
“Hardy, if you cross the drill field,
you can cut four blocks off the walk.”
With this Stabino opened the door and,
Roger Hardy stepped out into the
whipping, freezing wind.

Two hours after

Stabino

and his

friends had gotten tired of waiting for
Hardy and went to bed, there was a
figure stretched out on the drill field.

The

lips were blue,

yet they

were

moving. They were musing abstractly:
“Whether at Naishapur or Babylon,
Whether the Cup with sweet or bitter
run,”
The sound broke off for a moment. The
mouth trembled with the cold.
“The wine of Life keeps oozing drop
by drop
The Leaves of Life keep falling one
by one.”
The wind brought a close to the

recitation.

THE RECEIPT

been asking for all along.” Stabino was

(Continued from Page 17)

speaking; Ames was rubbing his fist.
‘“Hard-headed kid,’ said Ames.

he was half way down the corridor before he realized that he didn’t know
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what room she was in. Turning around,
he was about to return to the waiting
room. Then he saw the nurse that had
spoken to him the night before. He
hurried over to the supply room to
meet her.
“Nurse, where is my sister?”
“Well,” she answered, ‘‘the last time
I saw her she was on the second floor
in room 403.”
Thanking the nurse, he spun around
and darted for the stairs.
At the south corner of the hospital,
403 was a cheerful little room. Sunlight
poured through the partly opened
transit. Nervously Mike tapped on the
door.
“Come in.”
He eased the door open and slipped
into the spacious room.
“My!” he said in astonishment, ‘‘quite
a layout you have here, my rich little

sister.”
“Special compliments of the doctor,”
Ann softly replied.
“Oh, pardon me, madam,” Mike teased.
“Why, Michael, you’re jealous.”
“Not really, Annie; but, if you were
anybody else’s sister, you can be sure
that I would be.”
“Flatterer,’ Ann said, with a slight
flush of red tinging her cheeks.
“The doc says that you’re going to
get well mighty fast,’’ added Mike.
“T should hope so,’ Ann said, as if
nothing serious had happened.
“Sis, where do you get all your
spunk?”
Ann laughed.
Mike ran his hand back and forth
across the bottom bar of the bed, his
eyes fixed on the floor. It was obvious
that he was making an effort to say

“Annie, there’s something I gotta tell
you.”

“What is it, Mike?”
Without lifting his eyes from the
street, he started: “I suppose mom told
you what the doc said about your taking
a sudden change for the better last

night?”
“Yes, Mike. But what .. .?”
“Well, you see, it’s this way. After
mom and I got home last night, I tried
to get some sleep. I must have lain there
tossing and turning for over two hours.
When I was sure mom had fallen off,
I got up and went outside. I started
walking. I wasn’t going anywhere special. I was just walking and thinking,
thinking of a lot of things—like what
you said about just wanting me to be
good, and that you prayed so hard, so
long. I must have started to cry because
I remember reaching for a handkerchief.
Can you imagine that? Your big brother
bawling like a baby. Well, I didn’t find
a handkerchief in my pocket, but I did
find something else. Something that
changed my life; and, God only knows—
maybe it’s what saved yours.”
At this point Mike felt the hot tears
welling up beneath his eyelids, and his
voice becamea little shaky. He stopped
talking because he knew that in aminute he would be crying harder than Ann

was.
After a long pause, Mike turned from
the window and walked toward Ann.
Their eyes met. Without a word, they
told each other a story that couldn’t
have been written ina lifetime.
Then Mike slid his hand into his
trouser pocket and slowly brought it
back out. From his tightly clenched
fist dangled Ann’s rosary. Lifting her

something special, but he just couldn’t

hand into his, Mike tenderly placed the

bring himself around to doing it. He
walked slowly over to the window and
looked down at the street below. After
toying with the blind string for a while,
he finally blurted:

rosary on her palm and whispered;
“Pray for us sinners, now and at the

hour of our death.”
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